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though there was a time and not so very long ago when I thought
I could never go there any more. The day was brilliant and clear
with a keen north wind and warm sun and the prospect from Deny
Hill seemed boundless. The air was so clear that the Downs looked
-close and every little hollow and watercourse was visible. I reached
Nonsuch in time for luncheon. Mr. Gwatkin had an attack of gout.
I did not go into the garden and left the house about four o'clock.
As I crossed the first meadow the tower clock at Spye Park was
striking four. At the end of the meadow I turned and looked back
at the dear old picturesque Manor house, Ettie's sweet home. It
stood bright and cheery in the brilliant afternoon sunshine, and the
great twin larches on the lawn and the other trees were thickening
so fast with swelling buds that they looked almost green. The teams
were busy in the fallows, for it is almost the first day they have been
able to get on the ground owing to the wet weather. As I drew near
the Church a tall fair young lady with a blue dress and black jacket
and luxuriant coils of very bright golden hair turned in at the
Churchyard gate. She was accompanied by a little boy and went
into the Church evidently to practise on the organ. I did not know
who it was at the time but afterwards I learnt that it was Miss Ada
Wyndham. I entered the Churchyard and walked round it till I
heard the tones of the organ, when I stole softly into the Church
that I might not disturb or annoy the fair organist. I saw the seats
in the Chancel where dear Ettie and May used to sit and I seemed to
feel them near me in their own dear Church. The organ ceased and
I feared I should be discovered. The young lady, evidently uncon-
scious of my presence, spoke kindly to the boy and asked if he was
tired of blowing. He said 'No' and she began another tune. I stole
quietly out of die Church and sat down on the steps of the porch
listening to the organ and thinking of dear Ettie and May and the
beloved feet which had so often come down that winding meadow
path and trodden the steps of the porch where I was sitting. I
thought of the last time I sat on those steps writing to dear Ettie
on that happy evening the 6th of kst October,  of all the
sweet strange sad story that has happened  since.   All  the
Bournemouth memories of last December came back upon me,
and those wild sad sweet trysts in the snow and under the
pine trees, among the sand hills on the East ClifFe and in
Boscombe Chine.

